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into the farm-hands' living-room, which happened
to be still empty. He sat there humming a
grown-up tune, the coarse words of which
strangely caressed his mind. He sat on even
after the men had come back from work. The
master came in person to fetch him away, and in
his voice was an unfamiliar harshness as he said
to Jussi, "What are you doing here?" Jussi
seemed to sense in his tone a foretaste of the new
phase that was to begin on the morrow.

The bobbed-haired boys sat in the church pews
and appeared to be listening to the Rector's
explanation of the Holy Trinity. The Rector
spoke in a slow and clear voice, in polished
theological terms wholly out of relation to the
fat-smeared boots and homespun coats of the
boys. The precise enunciation of his discourse,
its form settled during decades of repetition,
was far above the cottage sense of the boys,
though the colour and measured roll of his voice
did create a strong atmosphere of a kind to which
the mind has inherited a certain receptivity in
the course of generations. Nor were primitive
conceptions of a Father, a Son and a Holy Ghost
that looks like a bird, shaken. Weren't they all
depicted above the many-tendrilled opening
letters of the Catechism?

Many of the boys have at one time or another
known moments of distress when they have cried